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CHAPEL ISLAND: 

OB, AN 

ADVENTURE ON TJLYERSTONE SANDS. 



The wills above be done 1 but I would fain die a dry death.— The Tempest. 

I have spent many a pleasant day at the village of Bardsea, 
three milts south of Ulverstone. It stands close to Conishead 
Park, high upon a fertile elbow of land, the base of which is washed 
on two sides by the waters of Morecambe Bay. It is an old hamlet, 
of about fifty houses, nearly all in one wandering street, which begins 
at the bottom of a knoll, on the Ulverstone side, and then climbs to a 
point near the summit, where three roads meet, and where the houses 
on one side stand back a few yards, leaving an open ground like a 
little market-place. Upon the top of the knoll, a few yards east of 
this open space, the church stands, overlooking sea and land all 
round. From the centre of the village the street winds on, towards 
the beach. At this end a row of neat houses stands at a right angle, 
upon an eastward incline, facing the sea. The tide washes up within 
fifty yards of these houses at high water. At the centre of the 
village, too, half a dozen pleasant cottages leave the street, and stand 
out, like the fin of a fish, in a quiet lane, which leads down into a 
little shady glen at the foot of Birkrigg. The same lane leads, by 
another route, over the top of that wild hill, into the beautiful vale 
of Urswick. Bardsea is a pretty, out of the way place, and the 
country about it is very picturesque and varied. It is close to 
the sea, and commands a fine view of the bay, and of its opposite 
shores, for nearly forty miles. About a mile west of the village 
Birkrigg rises high above green pastures and leafy dells that lap his 
feet in beauty. Northward, the road to Ulverstone leads through 
the finest part of Conishead Park, which begins near the end of the 
village. This park is one of the most charming pieces of undulant 
woodland scenery I ever beheld. An old writer calls it " the Para- 
dise of Furness." On the way to Ulverstone, from Bardsea, the 



Leven estuary shows itself in many a beautiful gleam through the 
trees of the park; and the fells of Cartmel are in full view beyond. 
It is one of the pleasantest, one of the quietest walks in the kingdom. 
The last time I saw Bardsea it was about the middle of July. I 
had gone there to spend a day or two with a friend. There had not 
been a cloud on the heavens for a week; and the smell of new hay 
came on every sigh that stirred the leaves. The village looked like 
an island of sleepy life, with a sea of greenery around it, surging up 
to the very doors of its white houses, and flinging the spray of 
nature's summer harmonies all over the place. The songs of birds, 
the rustle of trees, the ripple of the brook at the foot of the meadows 
and the murmur of the sea, all seem to float together through that 
nest of man, making it drowsy with pleasure. It was fairly lapped 
in soothing melody. Every breath of air brought music on its 
wings; and every song was laden with sweet smells. Nature loved 
the little spot, for she caressed it and croodled about it, like a mother 
singing lullabies to a tired child. And Bardsea was pleased and 
still, as if it knew it all. It seemed the enchanted ear of the 
landscape; for everywhere else, the world was alive with the jocund 
restlessness of the season. My friend and I wandered about from 
morning to night. In the heat of the day, the white roads glared in 
the sun ; and, in some places, the air seemed to tremble, at about a 
man's height from the ground, as I have seen it tremble above a 
burning kiln sometimes. But for broad day we had the velvet 
glades and shady woods of Conishead to ramble in ; and many a rich 
old lane, and some green dells, where little brooks ran whimpling 
their tiny undersongs, in liquid trebles, between banks of nodding 
wild flowers. Our evening walks were more delightful still; for 
when soft twilight came, melting the distinctions of the landscape in 
her dreamy loveliness, she had hardly time to draw " a thin veil o'er 
the day" before sea and land began to shine again under the radiance 
of the moon. Wandering among such scenes, at such a time, was 
enough to touch any man's heart with gratitude for the privilege of 
existence in this world of ours. 

My friend's house stands upon a buttressed shelf of land, half-way 
up the slope which leads from the shore into Bardsea. It is the 
most seaward dwelling of the place ; and it is bowered about on three 
sides with little plots of garden, one of them kept as a playground 
for the children. It commands a glorious view of the bay, from 
Hampsfell, all round by Arnside and Lancaster, down to Fleetwood. 



Sometimes, at night, I have watched the revolutions of the Fleet- 
wood light, from the front of the house, whilst listening to the 6urge 
of the tide along the shore, at the foot of the hill. 

One day, when dinner was over, we sat down to smoke at an open 
window, which looked out upon the bay. It was about the turning 
of the tide, for a fisherman's cart was coming slowly over the sands, 
from the nets at low water. The day was unusually hot ; but, before 
we had smoked long, I felt as if I could'nt rest any longer indoors. 

" Where shall we go this afternoon?" said I, knocking the ashes 
out of my pipe upon the outside sill. 

" Well," replied my friend, " I have been thinking that we 
couldn't do better than stroll into the park a while. What do you 
say?" 

" Agreed," said I. It's a bonny piece of woodland. I daresay 
many a Roman soldier has been pleased with the place, as he marched 
through it, sixteen centuries ago." 

"Perhaps so," said he, smiling, and taking his stick from the 
corner ; " but the scene must have been very different then. Come 
along." 

At the garden gate we found three of his flaxen-headed children, 
romping with a short-legged Scotch terrier, called " Trusty." The 
dog's wild eyes shone in little slits of dusky fire through the rusty 
thicket of gray hair which overhung them. " Trusty" was beside 
himself with joy when we came into the road; and he worried our 
shoes, and shook our trowsers' slops in a sham fury, — as if they were 
imaginary rats ; and he bounced about, and barked, till the quiet 
scene, from Bard-ea to Birkri gg, rang with his noisy glee. Some of 
the birds about us seemed to stop singing for a few seconds, and, 
after they had taken an admiring look sideway at the little fellow, 
they burst out again, louder than ever, and in more rollicking strains, 
heartily infected with the frisky riot of that little four-legged mar- 
locker. Both the dog and the children clamoured to go with us. 
My friend hesitated as first one, then another, tugged at him, and 
said: "Pa, let me go." Turning to me, he scratched his head, and 
said: " I've a good mind to take Willie," The lad instantly gave a 
twirl round on one heel, and clapped his hands, and then laid hold of 
his father's coat-lap, by way of clenching the bargain at once. But, 
just then, his mother appeared at the gate, and said: " Eh, no, Willie, 
you'd better not go. Youll be so tired. Come, stay with me. 
Th.it's a good boy." Willie let go his hold s'owly, and fell back 
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with a disappointed look. " Trusty" seemed to know that there was 
a hitch in the matter, for he suddenly became quieter; and, going 
up to Willie, he licked his hands consolingly, and then sitting down 
beside him, he looked'round from one to another, to see how the 
thing was to end. 

" Don't keep tea waiting for us," said my friend ; " we'll be back 
in time for an early supper." 

"Very well," replied his good-wife; we'll have something nice. 
Don't be late." 

The dog was now whining and wrestling in the arms of Willie, 
who was holding him hack. We made our bows, and hade " Good- 
bye" to the children and to their mother, and then turned up the 
road. Before we had gone many yards, she called out, — 

*' I say, Chris , if you go as far as Ulverstone, call at Mrs. 
Seatle's, and at Tow and Fell's, for some things which I ordered. 
Bella Rigg can bring them down in her cart. These children want 
a new skipping rope, too; and you might bring something for Willie.' 

The little girls begun to dance about, shaking their sunny locks, 
and singing, "Eh. a new skipping rope! a new skipping rope!" 
Then the youngest seized her father's hand, and cocking up her rosy 
button-hole of a mouth, she said, "Pa! Pa! lift me up! I want to 
tell you somefin." 

" Well ; what is it, pet?" said he, taking her in his arms. 

Clipping his neck, as far as she could, she said, " Div me a tis, 
first." And then she whispered in his ear, " If — you'll — buy — me — 
a big doll, I'll sing ' Down in a low and drassy bed,' four times, when 
you turn home, — now then. " Trusty" eated my odder doll, when 
we was playing' shop in de dardin." And then he had to kiss them 
again, and promise — I know not what. 

Once more we said " Good bye," and walked up towards the white 
village; the chime of sweet voices sinking into a silvery hum as we 
got farther off. Everything in Bardsea was unusually still. Most 
of the doors and windows were open ; and, now and then, somebody 
peeped out as we passed by, and said it was " a fine day." Turning 
round to look at the sands, we saw the dumpy figure of " Owd 
Manuel," the fisherman, limping up from the foot of the slope, with 
his coat slung upon his arm. The old man stopped, and wiped his 
forehead, and gave his crutch a flourish, by way of salutation. We 
waved our hats, in reply, and went on. At the centre of the village 
stands the comfortable inn, kept by " Old Gilly," the quaint veteran 



who, after spending the prime of manhood in hard service among the 
border smugglers, has settled down to close the evening of his life 
in this retired nest. Here, too, all was still, except the measured 
sound of a shoemaker's hammer, ringing out from the open door of a 
cottage, where " Cappel" sat at his bench, beating time upon a 
leather sole, to the tune of a country song. And, on the shady side, 
next door to the yard wall, which partly encloses the front of the old 
inn, the ruddy, snow-capped face, and burly figure of " Old Tweedler" 
was visible, as still as a statue. He was in his shirt sleeves, leaning 
against the door-cheek of his little grocery shop, smoking a long pipe, 
and looking dreamily at the sunny road. " Tweedler" needs a good 
deal of wakening at any time; but when he is once fairly wakened, 
he is a tolerable player on the clarionet, and not a very bad fiddler ; 
and he likes to talk about his curious wanderings up and down the 
kingdom, with show-folk. When the old man had found us out, and 
had partly succeeded in getting his heavy limbs into a mild disposi- 
tion to move, he sidled forth from his little threshold, and came 
towards us, gurgling something from his throat that was not unlike 
the low growl of an old hoarse dog. His gruff, slow-motioned voice 
sounded clear all round, waking the echoes of the sleepy houses, as 
he said, "Well, — gen-tle-men. What? Wheer are you for, — to- 
day ? " We told him that we were going down to the Priory, for a 
stroll; but we should like to call at "Gilly's" first, for a few 
minutes, if he would go in with us. u Well," said he; " it's a verra 
het day. An' I don't mind hevin' an odd gill. In wi' ye, — an' I'll 
follow,— in a minute," and then he sidled back to his nest. 

There was not a sound of life in " Old Gilly's" house ; but the 
trim cap of his kind dame was visible inside, bobbing to and fro by 
the window of the little bar. " Gilly," in his kind-hearted way, 
always calls her " Mammy." We looked in at the bar, and the old 
lady gave us a cordial welcome. " My good-man has just gone to 
jie down," said she ; "but I'll go and tell him." We begged that she 
would let him rest, and bring us three glasses of her best ale. The 
sun shone in strongly at the open back door. At the rear of the 
house, there is a shady verandah, and a garden in front of it. There 
we sat down, looking at the bright bay. The city of Lancaster was 
very distinct, on the opposite side of the water, more than twenty 
miles off. In a few minutes we heard " Tweedler's" cart horse tread, 
as he came through the lobby, with two books in his hand. 
"There," said he, handing one of them to me ; "I've turned that 



up amang a lot o' lummer i't house. I warnd it's just the thing for 
ye. What the devil is't, think ye? For it's past my skill." 

It was an old, well-thumbed, Latin Delectus, with one back off, 
and several leaves gone. It was not of much use to me ; but when 
the old man said, " Now, that's a fine book, I'll awarnd; an T I'll mak 1 " 
ye a present on't," I felt bound to receive it thankfully; and I did so. 

"An' this," said he, holding up the other; "this is a book o* 
sangs. Cummerlan' sangs." 

It was a thin volume, in papered boards, — a cheap edition of An- 
derson's Ballads; printed in double column, royal octavo. 

" Ay," replied my friend; " I should like to look at that." 

" Varra well," said " Tweedler ;" " put it i' your pocket. I'll land 
it ye." And then, as if half-repenting, he continued, " But I set a 
deal o' store o' that book. I don't think as I could get another for 
ouy money." 

" Tou shall have it back in a day or two," said my friend. 

" Oh," replied Tweedler, "it's all reight wi' ye. But I wouldn't 
ha' lant it onybody, mind ye." 

My friend put the book in his pocket, promising to take especial 
eare of it; and then we drank up, and came away; and Tweedler 
sauntered back to lean against the door-cheek, and smoke. 

It was about half-past one when we walked out at the landward 
end of the village. The only person we met was a horseman, riding 
hastily up from the skirt of the park. As he sped by, I recognised 
the tall figure and benevolent face of Dr. Anderson, of Ulverstone. 
Near Bardsea Hall, an old lane leads off at the right-hand of the 
road, down to the sea-beach, from whence there is a pleasant walk 
along the shore of the Leven estuary, to a little fishing village, 
called Sandside, and thence a good road, between meadow lands, up 
into Ulverstone. After a minute's conversation, at the end of this 
lane, we agreed to go that way. When we came out upon the 
shore, my friend stopped, and looked across the sands. 
" Was you ever on Chapel Island?" said he, pointing towards it. 
" No," replied I ; " but I should like to see that spot. Are there 
any remains of the old chantry left?" 

" A few," said he; "mostly incorporated with the house of a 

fisherman who lives on the island. But well go over to it. There's 

nice time to get across before the tide comes in. It's not much more 

than a mile." 

I was pleased with the idea of seeing this little historic island, of 
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which I had read and heard so much ; so we strode out towards it at 
once. The sands between looked as level as a bowling-green, and 
perfectly dry; and it did not seem to me more than half the distance 
my friend bad said. Before we had gone many yards he began a 
story : — 

*' The last time I was on the island there were several friends — 
But hold! we had better take something to eat and drink. They'll 
have next to nothing there ; and we shall have to stop till the next 
ebb. Wait here. I'll run back. I shan't be many minutes." And 
away he went to the green lane. 

There was an old black boat on the sands, close to where he had 
left me. I got into it, and, pulling my hat over my eyes to shade 
the sun away, I lay down on my back and listened to the birds in 
Conishead Park. It was something more than a quarter of an hour 
before he appeared at the end of the lane again, with a brown bottle 
in one hand, and with pockets well stored. Without stopping an 
instant, he walked right out upon the sands, wiping the perspiration 
from his brow as he went. Staring straight at the island, he said, 
" Come on. We've no time to lose, now. But we can manage it.' r 
I remember fancying that there was an unusual earnestness in the 
tone of his voice ; but I did not think much more about it at the 
time, for the sands still seemed quite dry between us and the island; 
so I followed him in silence, looking round at the beautiful scene, 
with my mind at ease. My friend was a tall, lithe man, in the prime 
of life, and a very good walker. I had not been well for some days 
previous, and I began to feel that the rate he was going at was rather 
too much for me. Besides, I had a pair of heavy, double-soled boots 
on, and my thick coat was loaded with books and papers. But I 
laboured on, perspiring freely. I thought that I could manage well 
enough to keep up with him for the distance we had to go. In a few 
minutes we began to come to patches of wet sand, where the feet 
sank at every step, and our progress was slower, though a good deal 
more difficult. We did not seem to get much nearer the island, 
though we were walking so hard. This tried me still more ; and, not 
seeing any need for such a desperate hurry, I said, " Don't go so fast I" 
But he kept up the pace, and, pointing to where a white sail was glid- 
ing up the other side of the island, towards Ulverstone, he said, " Come 
along! The main channel's rilling! We've a channel to cross on 
this side, yet. D'ye see yon white line? It's the tide rushing in? 
Come on ! We can't turn back now!" It was only then that I began, 
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to see how we were situated ; and I tramped on at his heels, through 
the soft wet sand, perspiring and panting, and still without seeming 
to get over much ground. In a few minutes we came to a shallow 
channel, about eight or ten yards across. We splashed through, 
without speaking. It only took us a little above the knee; but, I 
perceived that the water was rising rapidly. Thinking that the 
danger was over, I stammered out, " Stop! Slacken a bitl We're 
all right now ! " But the tone, as well as the words of his reply, 
startled me, as he shot ahead, crying, " This is not it! This is 
nothing! Come on! " I was getting exhausted ; and, when he cried 
out, " Double! " and broke into a run, I had not breath to spare for 
an answer; but I struggled on desperately. The least false step 
would have brought me down ; and, if I had fallen, I think that even 
that delay would have been more than we had to spare. Three or 
four minutes brought us up to the channel he had spoken of. It was 
an old bed of the river Leven. It must have been from fifteen to 
twenty yards wide at that moment, and the tide was increasing it at 
a terrible rate. When we got to the edge of the water, I was so 
done up that I panted out: "Stop! I can't go so fast!" But my 
friend turned half round, with a wild look, and almost screamed: 
" But you must ! It's death ! " Then we went into the water, with- 
out any more words. I was a little on one side of him, and about 
two yards in the rear. It is a wonder to me now, how I got through 
that deep, strong, tidal current. The water must have revived me a 
little, unconsciously to myself, at the time. Before we had got to 
the middle, I saw the book of ballads in the side pocket of my friend's 
shooting coat disappearing in the water as he went deeper into the 
channel. My clothes began to grow heavy, and the powerful action 
of the tide swayed me about so much that I could hardly keep my 
feet, and I expected every moment being whelmed over. But some- 
how I strove on, the water deepening at every step. A thousand 
thoughts crowded into my mind whilst wading that channel. I 
remember distinctly the terrible stillness of the scene ; the frightful 
calm of the blue sky ; the rocky island, with its little grove of trees, 
waving gracefully in the sunshine — all so beautiful, yet all looking 
down with such a majestic indifference upon us, as we wrestled for 
life with the rising tide. About mid-channel, when the water was 
high up my breast, my friend gave a wild shout for help, and I in- 
stantly did the same. The island was not much more than forty 
yards off. As my friend turned his head, I caught a glimpse of bis 
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haggard look, and I thought all was over. The rocks re-echoed our 
cries; but everything was still as death, except the little grove of 
trees waving in the sunshine. There was not a living soul in sight. 
My heart saok, and, I remember feeling, for an instant, as if it was 
hardly worth while struggling any longer. And here let me bear 
testimony to a brave act on the part of my friend. In the deepest 
part of the channel, when the water was near the top of my shoulders, 
he put out his stick sideway, and said, " Gret hold! " I laid only a 
feeble grasp upon it, for I had enough to do to keep my feet. When 
we had waded about three yards in this way, we began to see that we 
were ascending the opposite bank rapidly, for it was steeper than the 
other one. In two minutes more we were out upon the dry sands, 
with our clothes clinging heavily about us, and our hearts beating 
wild with mingled emotions. " Now," said I, panting for breath, 
" let's sit down a minute." " No, no I" replied he in a resolute tone, 
pushing on; "come farther off." A walk of about thirty yards 
brought us to the foot of the rocks. We clambered painfully up from 
stone to stone, till we came upon a little footpath which led through 
the grove and along the garden to the old fisherman's cottage, on the 
north side of the island. As we entered the grove I found that my 
friend had kept hold of the brown bottle all the way. I did not 
notice this till we came to the first patch of grassy ground, where he 
flung the bottle down and walked on, He told me afterwards that 
he believed it had helped to steady him whilst coming through the 
channel. 

The fisherman's cottage is the only dwelling on the little island. 
We found the door open, and the birds were singing merrily among 
the green bushes about the entrance. There was nobody in but the 
old fisherman's wife, and she was deaf. We might have shouted long 
enough before she could have heard us ; and if she had heard, the 
poor old body could hardly have helped us. When we got to the 
door she was busy with something at the fire, and she did not hear 
our approach. But, turning round, and seeing us standing there, 
she gazed a few seconds with a frightened look, and then lifting up 
both hands, she cried out, " Eh, dear o' me, good folk ! Whativver's 
to do? Whereivver han yo cum fra? Eh ; heawivver han yo 
getten ower ? " 

We told our tale in a few words ; and then she began again. 

" Good lorjus days, childer! What browt yo through t' channel 
at sich an ill time as this ? It's a marcy 'at yo weren't draan'd mony 
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a time ower ! It mud ha' bin my awn lads ! Eh, what trouble 
there 'd ha' bin, for someb'dy. "What, ye'll ha' mothers livin', likely; 

happen wives and childer? Eh, dear o' me! Bud cum in 

wi' ye! Whativver are ye stonnin' theer for? Cum in; an' get 
your claes off,— do ! An' get into bed, this minute," said she, pointing 
to a little, low- roofed room in the oldest part of the house. 

The water from our clothes was running over the floor ; but when 
we spoke about it in the way of apology, the old woman said, 
" Nivver ye mind t' watter. Ye've had watter enough for yance, I 
should think. Get in theer, I tell ye ; an' tak your weet claes off. 
Now, don't stan' gabblin ; but creep into bed, like good lads; an' I'll 

bring ye some het tea to drink Eh, but ye owt to be 

thankful 'at ye are wheer ye are ! Ye'd better go into that 

inside room. It'll be quieter. Leave your claes i' this nar room, 
an' I'll hing 'em up to dry. An' put some o' thoose aad shirts on. 
They're poor, but they're comfortable. Now, in wi' ye ! Ye can 
talk at efter." 

The old woman had four grown-up sons, labourers and fishermen ; 
and there was plenty of working clothes belonging to them, lying 
about the two bedrooms. After we had stript our wet things, and 
flung them down, one after another, with a splash, we put on a rough 
shirt a-piece, and crept into bed. In a few minutes she came in with 
a quart pitcher full of hot tea, and a cup to drink it from; and setting 
it down upon a chair at the bedside, she said, " Now; get that into 
ye ; an' hev a bit ov a sleep." 

We lay still, talking and looking about us ; but we could not 
sleep. The excitement we had gone through had left a band of 
intense pain across the lower part of my forehead, as if a hot wire 
was burning into it. The walls of the room we lay in were partly 
those of the ancient chapel which gives name to the island. In fact, 
the little ragged weed-grown belfry still stood above our heads, 
almost the only relic of the ruined chantry, except the foundations, 
and some pieces of the old walls built up into the cottage. This 
chapel was founded above five centuries ago, by the monks of 
Furness. Here, they prayed daily " for the safety of the souls of 
such as crossed the sands with the morning tide." The Priory of 
Conishead was charged with the maintenance of guides across this 
estuary, which is perhaps the most dangerous part of the Morecambe 
Sands. Baines says of the route across these sands : " The tract is 
from Holker Hall to Plumpton Hall, keeping Chapel Island a little 
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to the left ; and the mind of a visitor is filled with a mixture of awe 
and gratitude, when, in a short time after he has traversed this 
estuary, almost dry shod, he beholds the waters advancing into the 
bay, and bearing stately vessels towards the harbour ol Ulver- 
stone, over the very path which he has so recently trodden." I can 
imagine how solemn the pealing of that little island chapel's bell 
must have sounded upon the shores of the estuary, floating over 
those dangerous waters its daily warning of the uncertainty of human 
life. Perhaps the bodies of drowned men might have lain where we 
were lying; or travellers rescued from the tide by those ancient 
ministers of religion might have listened with grateful hearts to the 
prayers and thanksgivings offered up in that venerable chantry. 
The chastening interest of old pious usage clings to the little island 
still; and it stands in the midst of the waters, preaching in mute 
eloquence to every thoughtful mind. There was something in 
the sacred associations of the place ; there was something in the 
mouldering remnant of the little chapel, which helped to deepen the 
interest of our eventful visit that day. We could not sleep. The 
sun shone in aslant at the one tiny window of our bedroom, and the 
birds were singing merrily outside. As we lay there, thinking and 
talking about these things, my friend said, " I feel thankful now that 
I did not bring Willie with me. If I had done so, nothing could 
have saved us. The tide had come in behind, and a minute more at 
the channel would have been too much. 

After resting about three hours we got up, and put on some of the 
cast-off clothes which had been worn by the old woman's sons whilst 
working in the land. My trousers were a good deal too long, and 
they were so stiff with dried slutch that they almost stood up of 
themselves. When they were on, I felt as if I was dressed in sheet- 
iron. I never saw two stranger figures than we cut that day, as we 
entered the kitchen again, each amusing himself with the other's 
comical appearance. 

" Never ye mind," said the old woman; " there's naabody to see 
ye bud mysel ; ye may think varra weel 'at ye're alive to wear owt 
at all. But sart'ny ye looken two bonny baygles! I daat varra 
mich whether your awn folk would knaw ye. It quite alters your 
fayturs. I should'nt tak ye to be aboon ninepence to t' shillin' at the 
varra most. As for ye," said she, addressing myself; "ye'n na 
'casion to talk; for ye're as complate a flay-crow as ivver I set e'en 
on." 
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The kitchen was cleaned up, and the things emptied from our 
pockets lay about. Here books and papers were opened out to dry. 
There stockings hung upon a line ; and our boots were reared against 
the fender, with their soles turned to the fire. On the dresser two 
little piles of money stood, and on a round table were the sand- 
wiches and hard-boiled eggs which my friend had brought in his 
pockets. 

" What are ye for wi' this?" said the old woman, pointing to the 
eat ibles. " One or two o't eggs are crushed a bit, but f ham's naa 
warse, 'at I can see/' 

" Let us taste what it is like," said my friend. 

" That's reight," replied she; "an' ye'll hev a cup o' het tea to it. 
I have it ready here." 

The tea was very refreshing; but we couldn't eat much, for we 
had not quite recovered from the late excitement. After a little 
meal, we went out to walk upon the island. Our damp clothes were 
fluttering upon the green bushes about the cottage. They were dry- 
ing fast ; for, though the sun was hot, a ccol breeze swept over the 
bay from the south-west. We wandered through the grove, and 
about the garden, or rather the " kail-yard," for the chief things 
grown in it were potatoes, cabbages, brocoli, pot-herbs, and such like 
things, useful at dinner time. There were very few flowers in it, 
and they were chiefly such as had to take care of themselves. In 
the grove, there were little bowery nooks, and meandering footpaths, 
mostly worn by visitors from the neighbouring shores. The island 
has been much larger than it is now- Great quantities of limestone 
rock have been sold, and carried away to the mainland; and it seems 
as if this little interesting leaf of local history was fated to ultimate 
destruction in that way. We walked all round it, and then we set- 
tled down upon a grassy spot, at the south-western edge, overlooking 
the channel we had waded through. There was something solemn 
in the thought that, instead of gazing upon the beautiful bay, we 
might have been lying at that moment in the bed of the channel 
there, with the sunny waters rippling above us, or drifting out with 
the retiring tide to an uncrowded grave in the western sea. The 
thick woods of Conishead looked beautiful on the opposite shore, 
with the white turrets of the Priory rising out of their embowering 
shades. A little south of that the spire of Bardsea church pointed 
heavenward from the summit of a green hill, marking the spot where 
the village stood hidden from our view. White sails were gliding to 
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and fro upon the broad bay, like great swans with sunlit wings. It 
was a beautiful scene. We sat looking at it till we began to feel 
chill, and then we went back to the cottage. 

About six o'clock the old fisherman returned home from Ulver" 
stone ; and, soon after, two of his sons arrived from Conishead Park? 
where they had been working at a deep drain. They were tall' 
hardy-looking men, about middle-age. The old fisherman, who 
knows the soundings of the sands all round, seemed to think we had 
picked our way to the island as foolishly 1 as it was possible to do. He 
talked about the matter as if we had as good a knowledge of the 
sands as himself, and had set out with the express intention of doing 
a dangerous exploit. 

" Now," said he, pointing a good way north of the way we had 
crossed ; " if ye'd ha' come o'er by theer, ye mud ha' done it easy. 
Bud, what the devil, ye took the varra warst nook o't channel, I 
wonder as ye weren't draari'd. I've helped to get mony a ane aat o' 
that hole, — baith deead an' alive. I yence pulled a captain aat by 
th' yure o't' yed, as had sailed all ower t' warld, nearly. An' we'd 
summat to do to bring him raand, an all. He was- that far geean. 
. . ... Now, if ye'd ha' getten upo' yon bank," continued he, " ye 
mud ha' managed to ha' studden till help had come to ye. What, 
ye wadn't ha' bin varra mich aboon t' middle. -*. ... But it's 
getten near law watter. I mun be off to t' nets. Will ye go daan 
wi'me?" 

There were two sets of " stake nets " belonging to the island ; one 
on the north end, and the other on the western side, in our own 
memorable channel. The sons went to those on the north \ and the 
old man took a stick in his hand, and a large basket on his arm, and 
we followed him down the rocks to the other nets. They are great 
cages of strong net-work, supported by lofty poles, or stakes, from 
which they take their name. They are so contrived that the fish can 
get into them at high water, but cannot escape with the retiring tide. 
There was rather more than a foot of water at the bottom of the 
nets ; but there was not a fish visible, till the old man stepped in ; 
aud then I saw that flukes lay thick about the bottom, half-hidden in 
the sand. We waded in, and helped to pick them up, till the great 
basket was about half full. He then closed the net, and came away, 
complaining that it was "nobbut a poor catch." When we got to 
the cottage, we put on our own clothes, which were quite dry. And, 
after we had picked out two dozen of the finest flukes, which the old 



*n'&n strung upon a stout cord for ease of carriage, we bade adieu to 
the fisherman and his family, and we walked away over the sands, 
nearly by the way we had come to the island. 

The sun had gone down behind old Birkrigg ; but his westering 
splendour still empurpled the rugged tops of the Cartmel hills. The 
woods of Conishead were darkening into shade ; and the low of cattle 
came, mellowed by distance, from the rich pastures of Furness. It 
was a lovely evening. Instead of going up the green lane which 
leads to the landward end of Bardsea, we turned southward, along the 
shore, and took a grass-grown shady path, which winds round the 
sea-washed base of the hill upon which the church stands, and so up 
into the village by a good road from the beach, The midges were 
dancing their airy rounds; the throstle's song began to ring clearer 
in the stilling woods; and the lone ouzel, in her leafy covert, chanted 
little fits of complaining melody, as if she had lost something. There 
were other feathered lingerers, here and there in those twilight 
Avoods, not willing yet to go to rest, through unwearied joyfulness of 
heart, and still singing on, like children late at play, who have to be 
called in by their mothers as night comes on. When we drew near 
my friend's house, -he said, "Now, we had better not mention this 
little affair to our people." But, as we sat at supper that night, I 
<iould not help feeling thankful that we were eating fish inste'ad of 
being eaten by them. 
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